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have you got along, Lizy ?" inquired
Mrs. Amory.

I just havenî' got along at ali.
Apollo's been tbat bad," answered
the girl, "he's gnawed and snapped
at my beels ail the mnorning. Then
wben 1 settled dowîî t baking lie
got in bis higb chair and glared at
me that ugly 1 couldn't do a thling.
He hasn't cat a mouthful, either.
O, but fie's mean V

-You don't say ! He's jealous
of my going out with Fido so muchi.
1-ere, Apollo, dear litie fellow!
Auntie brougbt birn a few choco-
fates. Won't he cal onc W

The ugly littie pug neyer turned
bis face fromn the window. "1jump
down, Apollo, Fido wants to see
you."I Fido barked briskly. Still
Apollo turned his wrinkled, ding>'
little back. lîflat a state fiels in,
to be sure. 1 neyer saw lîim quite
so bad," lamented Mrs. Amory.
"1Wbat cani I do, Lizy ?"

I 'Utwas ie l'd switch bim,"
replied Lizy, promptly. The dog
sprang from the window and ran
snarling at ber licels. Site retreat-
ed bastily through the door, mutter-
ing, I don't care, 1 wvould !"

"'Dear cbild, 1 haven't asked you
to take off your hiat or anything.
H-ow carelcss 1 amn, but Apollo bias
upset nie so with his foolishness.
There now, bie is edging around to
get a chocolate. Guess 1 cati coax
him Up."

At tbe supper table two highi-
chairs were set opposite to Fannie.
The thin-visaged Fido occupied one,
and Apollo, wvith bis naturally dis-
gustcd little nose higb iii the air the
otbcr. Lixv wvaitcd on them and
Fannie noticed that Apollo disposed
of a very substanitial littie supper.
In the privacy of ber own room that
nightshielaughcd and criedhy turns,
tben consoled berself by a letter to
bier father iii thicb site put ail the
laugb, for site w~as determîned not
to showv the wvhite feather. 11 1May
become an American 'Bonheur,' if 1
have enougbi animal painters for
pupils," shie wrotc, carefully refrain-
ing frorn nîntioning the numiber of
bier pupils. When she was prepar-
ing for bed she heard a growling
litile bark atber door, then the pat-
ter of Mrs. Amory's feet.

"«Oh, Miss Earl,"sbecallcd, "cati
you let me in ?" As she opened file
door Apollo îvalked in, sneering and
snarling at Mrs. Arnory over lus
shoulder. "Apollo is lierfectly de-
tcrrnined t0 sleep with ),(u. H-e
slept bere with Katie sornelimes
wben she wvas visitiniz me. Wotild
you mind for imn to ?

-Why. Mrs. Atnory, 1 don't
know," stammered poor Fannie.
"I-le is so cross I arn afraid of bim.
1 rnight not mmiid Fîdo so mucb."

"But Fido does not want Ici, and
wve really won't hc able to ive wvith
1dmn if lie don't. Oh, nîy V" she
cjaculated suddenly, ru bbing lier
heel. ''There, lie is biti,îg sie he-
cause 1 doiî't gel bis bcd," and sue
hurried out of the door,c;tllîng back,
''l'Il put it on thc foot of the bcd.
H-e wiII be ail righit if you just lic
still.",

Sfic tvas scion back witli a soft
pink pad and two or three snîall
blankets. Tlie affectionate Apollo

received bier witb an admonitory
grovl anid sbe hurricd to spread
theni at the foot ot the bied. Fannie
wvas sulent, partly through indigna-
tion and partly tbrougb fear of the
malevolent lîttle dog who lay dowva
on bis bcd wvith severe dignity when
il was arranged to bis mind.

"IJust notice please that bie does
nol get u,îcovercd during the nigbît,"
wvas Mrs. Amory's parting injunc-
tioli.

That wvas tbe last straw. Fannie
broke down cornplcîely. "It ks just
too mucb," she sobbed. 1 neyer
did wvork so bard and l've just carned
my board and studio rient and now 1
bave got to lake care of a horrid
litIle pug dog ail nigbt. If I stir
tbere's no telling wbat he'll do."

Sbe crept int bcd softly and fear-
fully, hardly sleeping ail nigbt, not
for the purpose of keeping Apollo
covered, but if she moved he growled
so savagely she hardly dared stir.
He absolutely refused to leave the
room wlîile she wvas dressing and at
the breakfast table eyed hier so fix-
edly thal Mrs. Amory remarked,
"lDearlittle Apollo, he seenîs to bave
taken sucli a fancy to you."

Fannie's look of sulent misery
must have touched Lizy for site
wbisperedbelîiind Mrs. Amory'sback,
Ill'Il just sec he don't take sucb a
ficy to you again if 1 bave to sit up
ail night ta do it."

Mrs. Adams wvas waitingz for lier
at the studio dontr when slie wvent
down. 11 b ave made up rny mmnd
not ta take any more fessonîs, Miss
Earl," she grected bier, 'and have
sent your valise to Mrs. Amory's.
You cvideîîtly are not much of an
artist or you tvould receive more
patronage. 1 consider tlîat Mr.
and Mrs. Evans misrepresented you
ta me. I want you ta finish my
picture by noon and i will send a
boy after it and nîy tlîings. Next
tirne 1 shiah rely on my own judg-
meiut." Then she stalkeddownstairs.
Fannie wvent into the studio with
burning. clîceks and flashing eyes.
Fido's picturc confrontcd ber as she
steppeci in. The lithe, alert little
body sered fairly instinct witb life
and tule satin cuslîion, in the strong
rnorning light, took most natural
sheeni anîd shadow, for by dint of
keeping Mrs. Amory at work witiî a
vcry fine brusb, Ilto bring out tue
liairs" on some place wlicre she could
dIo no0 larm, a great deal of l'show-
ing," and some surreptitious work
niglîts and mornings, Fan,îie fîad
produccd a most credibable Pîcture.
Aiîgry as suie wvas, it comforted ber.

Il don't care what she says, I
know I cani paint," site cried biotlv.
A gentie tap ut tue door startîed ber.
Regaining lier composure as quickly
as possile, she opencd il and con-
fronted a very sweet-fooking lady.

"'Good-inorningi" suie said brigbt-
iy. "' i arn Mrs. Kcnt. You prob-
ahly do not recollect me. 1 lîad a
littie icisure this morning and
tlîouglît 1 would cal] and examine
your paintings. 1 have been bear-
in- so mtîclî of Mrs. Amary's litîle
dog, too. i suppose this is il. lb
ks beautiful and sa life-like. Mrs.
Arnory must have wondcrful talent."

Fannie bltshed guiltily. M rs.
Kent Iauglied. "IWe ail bave talent

wlien our teacher is good eniouglIi,
yau know."

Then followed a deliglîlful bail
botîr wbile she examined Fannie's
pictures and chatted.

"i1 like your work very much, Miss
Earl," suie said ait last, "Iand must
improve the lime wfîiie you are here.
I have paiîîted a littie and arn work-
ing on a picture aîow with wliicli 1
arn dissatîsfied. 1 shail cone this
afternoon and bring a friend of mine
wbo is trying to paint witb me.
Good-morning."I

Fannie's clîeeks were stili bliaziuig
but from delight Ibis linie. Shle
fairly danced ail over tue studio.
"'Luck is coming, you darling dog,
and you are bringing il," she exuil-
ed. IlTbis almost pays for taking-
care of Apollo ail night."

Mrs. Evans wvas riglît in lier es-
tirnate of Mrs. Kent's infltuence, for
if there wvce not twenty-five ladies
next wcek there wcrc so many that
Fannie îlîoughl tbere wvas not in the
wlîole universe so tired and so hîappy
a girl. Ail day long she tlîînned ouI
foliage in trees, deepencd sbadows
iii flowers, rolled up clotids in skielz,
xvhile lier btîsy brain devised screens,
plaques and decorated bric-a-brac to
keep up with tie dernands of ber
class. It suddenly hecanie the
fashion to take lessons of lier and
pet bier until suie coîuld not accept
baif thic invitations site received to
visit wviîl the ladies, or hardiy ac-
commodate ail wlio wvislied to takie
lessons.

Fannie would îlot bave been quite
human if sfic bad not experienccd
considcrable satisfaîction Mvien Mrs.
Adamns carne back aîîd paid for ber
lessons, takingtiakfullywhvat lime
Fannie couid give hcr willi tue rest.
She licld lier ciass thr.te mnîcnlis,
arrivcd at the dîgnity of a batik
book and became sucli a nioncyed
little individual that sute ran tîp
home to spend a good Manly Suit-
days during the lime.

She probably neyer ftilîy realizcd
and it was wcll sfic did not, bow
dcl ighited and proud ber fatlier wvas
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at lier pluck and perseverance, t0
say îîotlîîng of her talent. Shie wvent
back in the fail to lier school and a
week or two after ber return one of
the teachers said, - How wonder-
fuliy yoti bave irnprovcd, Miss Earl.
Whiat teacher have you heen studv-
ing linder ?

E xpe.-ience," answcretl î:annie,
wiîlî a twinkle.
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AIRS.\WIS'5L0)V'S SOOTHING SYRUP las been

,i.ed~ cilrcntcthig.It soothes the
child, soft,±ns the gujins, allays, ail pain,.
çtures %vind coIic, atnd is the best reiedy
or Di;rrhotea. Twenty-five cents a boule.

Literary Salad" served at one
of the recent fairs was made of
green paper, cut in lettuce leaves,
and piled ternptingly in a salad.
dishi. To eacli leaf wvas attachied a
quot;Ltion, and it cost ten cents to
nibible at this iîîteliectual feast. if
the quotaticin on the leaf wbichi feui
tu your share was correctly traced,
a pri/e wvas the additional reward of
your cleverness.

Caughit
I3\-the woman who

gets an imitation of
~, Pearie. Lt givesÇ nly an imitation

of cleanliness,
n( but the promise

of harm is ,
genuine. ForH
real work, get
Pearline. It gets the dirt
out easily, without bard work.
It gets things clean without
bard wear. Get Pearine, and
you have your work done
safely; baif your work is done,
when you get Pcarlze. 2M&
Bowaro of Imitation&. JAMES PYLE. N. y


